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LOVE feedback (the good n the bad). 


Elizabeth stared at the phone for what seemed like an hour when in reality it was only a few minutes. If it 


would've been any other band she would be thrilled to do the job but after trying to avoid them as much as 


possible it seemed that the inevitable had happened. It was a dream opportunity for someone as young as her; 


she couldn't say no. 


Elizabeth grabbed the phone € called Peter to tell him she had accepted his offer. As it rang she prayed he 
hadn't changed his mind,"Peter Mensch. How may | help you?" 


"Ello Mr. Mensch it's Elizabeth Bailey." 


"Oh hi! Since you're calling I'm assuming you've made your decision?" Peter replied. 


"Aye | have. I'm extremely grateful for the offer € would love to accompany you to help produce Def 
Leppard's next album." 


"Thank you Elizabeth" 

"No thank you" She smiled thinking how good this was for her career as a producer 

"Actually you should thank Mutt. He gave in, finally, after weeks of the band asking if you could help. 
His comment wiped the smile off her face. *0.0.0h" She stuttered. "Ill be sure to." 

"Well, Elizabeth, we fly out day after tomorrow. lIl meet you at the airport £ fill you in on the flight! 
"Okay. MI see you then Mr. Mensch £ thanks” 

"Call me Peter £ you're welcome” He laughed hanging up. 


Elizabeth put the phone back on the receiver and leaned back into the couch. She looked at the picture frame 
next to her and sighed as she thought about when it had been taken. It was her, Steve, Pete, Sav and Joe 
outside the spoon factory. Rick had taken it as they ate lunch and joked around. Steve had his arm around her 
shoulders with a funny look on his face as she pushed Sav into Joe and Pete laughed. 


She'd left for school soon after and hadn't seen them in about two years; every once in awhile she'd get phone 
call for the boys but since she stopped calling them back the calls had started to be less frequent. It was now 
to the point where she hadn't talked to any of them in six months. A few weeks ago Elizabeth had gotten a 
package from Tick with the band's latest CD, On Through the Night, a few pictures (including the one she had 
in a frame), and a letter from each of the guys. Steve's was the hardest to read and made her feel the 
worst. His dad was as critical as ever and he really wished he still had her there to talk to. The worst was 
when they each asked why, for the past months, she had not been returning their calls. How was she supposed 
to tell them her stomach turned with guilt whenever she thought about calling? She hadn't meant to do 
anything with Pete at all, it was just one of those things where one thing led to another (the amount of 
alcohol they both had consumed didn't help matters either). He had promised not to tell anyone and she the 


same, for the band's sake. 

Elizabeth thought about it for a moment then decided to call Steve. Obviously from his letter and earlier phone 
conversations no one knew a thing, and she missed talking to him and wanted to get it off her chest. She dialed 
Steve's home and waited while it rang, "Ello?" answered a female voice, Steve's mum. 

“Ello. Is Steve there?" 


"No, he isn't. May | ask who is calling?" 


"It's Elizabeth, Mum." Elizabeth replied 


"Oh! Beth dear!" Mrs. Clark exclaimed. "How are you?" 
‘lm doing great. Do you know when Steve'll get ‘ome? | wanted to talk to him." 


"He doesn't live here anymore." Mrs. Clark said lowering her voice. "He and the band moved in together. Do you 


want the number?" 
"Please." She gave Elizabeth the number and she wrote it down. "Thank you." 


"You're welcome dear. I'm sure Steve will be happy to hear from you. Don't be such a stranger; ring 


whenever." 

"I will. Thank you again Mum." 

"Aye. Now call Steve." She laughed. "Oh! And | expect to hear from you soon" She added and then hung up. 
Elizabeth pressed the disconnect button down and dialed the number Steve's mum had given her. After a few 
rings someone answered.. 

"Ello?" yelled a voice over the noise of the band obviously practicing in the background. Instantly Elizabeth 
recognized it as Joe's. 


"Aye Joe" She smiled. "Is Steve there? 


"Uh yeah. Hold on. Oi Steve!" Joe yelled, causing her to pull the phone away from her ear a bit. "Some bird's on 
the phone for ya" The music stopped in the background as Steve asked hello uncertainly. 


"Ello Steve. It's Elizabeth’ 
"Bloody helll Elizabeth!" He exclaimed 

"My ear." She laughed. 

"Oh. Sorry. How are you? Why are you callin’? Are you okay?" He asked in a rush of breath. 
"Question one good, two ‘cause | can and three healthy as can be" 


"Did you get the package from Rick? 


Tell everybody thanks." 


"Well, we were beginning to think you forgot ‘bout us love." Steve smiled as he leaned against the counter top. 
"Who's the bird?" Sav interrupted from the background. 


"And why don't you tell them. It's Elizabeth." He yelled back followed by shouts of ‘Lemme talk to her’ and 
‘What?! Elizabeth?! 


"Beth?" asked a new voice in the receiver. 

"Aye Rick. How are ya youngen?" 

"Great!" Rick smiled. "And you? How's producing?" 

"Good. Hey Rick put it on speaker so | can talk to all five of you hooligans at once." 


"Okay" he answered. A few seconds later she heard a click followed by, "There say hi" She pulled the phone 
away as the three men, who hadn't said hello yet, excitedly yelled hi. 


"Lads!" Elizabeth laughed "Keep it down or else I'm goin’ to lose my bloody hearin.” 
"So how's producing going?" Sav asked. 


"Like shit" She sighed. "H's so hard to find a job with me being so young and all. All | keep hearing is "When 


you've matured give us a call" or "Maybe in a few years" 

"Now you know how it feels." Rick stated followed by a growled ‘Shut it Allen’. 
"We've been tryin to get Mutt to let you come in" Pete replied 

"Really?" Elizabeth asked faking interest. 

"Yeah" Steve chimed in "We told him you helped with the LP" 

"Well when would this be?" 

"Day after tomorrow we hit the studio’ 

"Damn" She muttered trying to sound upset 

"What?" Sav asked 


"Even if Mutt did ask | wouldn't be able to do it. I've made previous arrangements with some band" 


"Oh." came from the five disappointed men 

"Sorry" She then realized Joe hadn't talked in awhile. "Where's Joseph?" 

"Right here love." he answered. 

"Break any hearts lately?" Elizabeth asked trying to divert the subject of the conversation. 

"Only yours." He replied cockily. 

"In your dreams Romeo." She laughed imagining the look on his face. 

"Brought that one on ya mate." Sav laughed. For the next 3 hours she filled the band in on her life for the last 
few months in the States and they filled her in on theirs as well. Eventually the only ones left talking to her 
were Pete and Steve. 

"Well I'm hitting the sack Beth." Pete spoke. "It was nice to hear from ya love." 

"GNight Willis." She said. She heard Pete's chair move and then him say something unintelligible to Steve. 
"Shit Steve." She said looking at the clock. "I'm sorry I've kept you up this late. | forgot ‘bout the difference." 
"Its fine love." he chuckled. "I'll just be the first one up tomorrow. Possibly still on the bell with you." 


"Like | could pay that phone bill" She rolled her eyes. "So what time is it there really?" 


"4:09 in the mornin" Steve answered as he checked the clock. Then did the calculations in his head to figure 
out the time there. "Since when do you get up before 10 am?" 


‘I've been up really early the past few days. | couldn't sleep." 

"Oh. Why? Something wrong?" he asked sincerely concerned. 

"No. Not really..l've just had things on my mind" 

If you want to talk I'm here. You've listened to me so many times | suppose switching it up once can't hurt." 
"| want.."She paused. "Never mind." She sighed as she chickened out. 


"C'mon ‘Lizabeth just tell me." He paused. After about a minute of silence on the other end Steve wondered if 
all he had just managed to do was push her away. 


"Can | tell you something?" She asked so quietly he could barely hear her. 
“Anything.” Steve answered relieved 

‘Promise me you won't get mad?" 

"Love why would | get mad?" 

"Promise me?" She quietly asked again. 

‘| promise Elizabeth. Now tell me." 

"Promise me you won't get mad at Pete?" 


"Why would l-"he finally caught on to what she was talking about. "I know ‘bout what happened between you 
and Pete already." 


"You do?!" She exclaimed finally speaking up. 

"Aye. Pete told me soon after you left. l-" Steve started to explain 

"Im sorry” Elizabeth whispered as she started to cry. 

"Elizabeth stop crying. It's okay. Everyone makes mistakes. The past is the past; just leave it at that" 

"Does everyone know?" 

"Yes. No one cares.” 

"| could've broken up the band" She sobbed. " You have no idea how bad | felt and still do Steve” 

"| can imagine" He thought as he recalled how Pete had said she'd woke up the next morning and bawled upon 
finding herself in bed with him. How Elizabeth had sobbed for two hours as she hurled abuse at herself and 
Pete held her trying to get her to calm down. *Please believe me. We think nothing less of you. We've been 
here once or twice. You didn’t break up the band And we all still love you" 

"Okay" She finally relented and whipped the tears from her eyes. 

"Is that all that has been keeping you up?" 


"Aye." She lied (leaving out producing their album) 


"Good" Steve smiled "Now you can get sleep tonight" They talked for about an hour more before Elizabeth got 


him to lay down with the promise that she'd call again in a few days. She then started to pack as she thought 
about the trip before her. 


Steve rolled out of bed and looked at the clock; it was 9:45. After tossing and turning he decided to give up and 
get out of bed. Hell this wasn't the first time he had gotten less than three hours of sleep. He walked into the 
living room and flopped on the couch next to a half asleep Pete. 

"Hey Steamin" Pete mumbled. 

"When'd you finally get off the bell?" Sav asked from behind the sports section of the newspaper. 

"Eh.fivish. .." Steve guessed scratching his head. 

"Fuck mate. She's gonna have one hell of a phone bill" 

"Not if | can help it" 

"What does that mean?" Pete asked opening his eyes to look at his best friend as Sav laid down the paper. 
"We've just got to work on Mutt more and get him to give in" Steve explained 

"And that does what to her phone bill exactly?" Joe asked from the floor. 

"Damn. You're dense." Rick laughed as he picked at the rug with his drumstick. 


"| get it!" Sav lightened up. "Steve's gonna make her fall for him." 


"No you arse.” Steve laughed as his face turned a light shade of red. "Once she gets back to Sheffield she'll 


realize how much she misses home." 

"Uh..problem mate, we're recordin’ in London" Pete frowned. 
"Well we'll all just go on a weekend home to visit the families." 
"Great idear. Think she'll stay?" Joe asked curiously. 

"Yeah." Steve smiled 


"Remember how that lass used to say she'd never leave England unless it was with one of us or in a body 


bag?" Sav laughed. 


"Can't believe she left here any other day." Rick chuckled. 


'Itll be easy." Pete and Steve both agreed. 
"Maybe. Beth's quite the stubborn one." 


"Maybe l'Il woo her with the Ol Elliott charm." Joe smirked wiggling his eyebrows. His comment was followed by 
shouts of "Bloody hell you won'tl!" from the rest of the band. 


"Joking boys. She's like me sister.” 

‘Kissin’ sister?" Rick asked. 

"Oh and like you haven't kissed her either?" Joe retorted punching Rick in the arm. 

"We all ‘ave at least once or twice." Rick shrugged. All eyes want to Pete then quickly away. 
"Ah fuck me. Does you know you lot know yet?" he asked guiltily. 

"Mhm. It's over and done with." Steve sighed. "Let's forget about it. Just.let it go.” 

"Let it go." He mumbled again as Sav did the same. 


"You thinkin’ what | am Clark?" Sav grinned. Steve nodded and the two got up and went in a corner. As they 
started writing the rest of the band grinned at each other. 


"Funny how she seems to be our biggest inspiration” Rick commented, 


